But every day lie grew more clearly conscious of
the discrepancy between the goal pursued and the
means he brought to his pursuit of it. He felt he would
never get his baccalaureate; he felt he did not even
want to any more. And for the first time he became
vaguely aware that this narrow and well-trodden
path was not the only approach and that the same
destination might be reached by other ways; he
seemed to see before him a limitless expanse, a solitude
in which no path as yet was traced, which filled him
as he gazed at it with mingled longing and foreboding.
He would put down his book, wander out into the
garden, come in again; then, in unconscious search
for guidance, or in the desire to share at least in
imagination in that life from which he was cut off and
which he could only find fiction, he would take down
a book at random. One evening in this way he came
across Kenan's Life of Jesus.
He started reading it and was at first astonished and
distrustful. Instead of the Jesus of the history books,
who moved in the realm of the supernatural, there
slowly took shape from page to page a different Jesus,
a real figure, living and having his being in a
recognizable society in which he played his part. Michel
saw him in the poor house at Nazareth where he was
born, not an isolated figure any more, but one of a
family with a father and mother, the eldest of several
brothers and sisters all growing up together. He
took part in their games, and like them went to the
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